Those Quarrelsome Bonapartes
And she had been generous in defending those two
wretches. He rang for Roustan and sent him to ask
her Majesty to walk with the emperor in the park.
"Do not worry," he said to her when they met and he
drew her arm through his. "I shall release your culprits
to-morrow."
She was happy for the time. His mood was not turbu-
lent now. He paced with her slowly over the sloping
lawns, under the trees whose leaves, drenched with the
sunlight gold, seemed to drip with it, as though the sun-
light were water.
They conversed about adding to their acres. There was
a plot adjoining, with a delightful garden which they de-
sired. But the owner was so set that even Napoleon could
not sway her. "France," he observed with a laugh, "must
be pretty free under my rule when an old maid will not
heed the wish of an Emperor."
They were passing through the orchards, and Jose-
phine pulled down a branch of coral blooms for him to
smell; pointed to a fork in the tree where a redbreast
nestled, beak over the rim of the interlaced twigs and
beady eyes so still. He smiled. It was an amusing study
for him, fitter for honeymooning couples who might con-
sider the bird on her eggs a symbol. She thought of this
too, moved hastily away.
Then—more appropriate for her day—by a corner of
the gray chateau tower, she showed him her violets.
At dinner, too, he was thoughtful of her in every way,
and insisted on having the little Charles Napoleon at
table. Playfully he dipped a cube of sugar in the sherry.
Fascinated, the child watched the red eat into the white,
then greedily reached for it. Napoleon restrained him.
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